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in collision during a fog in the St. Lawrence Rive
and dear, gifted Laurence Irving with his wife, wen
down.
No knowledge of the disaster was allowed to reach th
passengers of the Calgarian, and their first news o
that tragic event was learned as they landed at Liver
pool. Our little daughter, who came down to meet he
mother, had had a terrible shock when she read, upo:
a newspaper placard, the grim caption, " Atlantic line
lost. Famous actor and his wife among the missing."
On my return I started almost immediately fo
Germany to see a production of Hoffmanstahl'
Jedermann (Everyman). My old musical director, Bara
Clemens von Franckenstein (brother of His Excellenc
the present Austrian Minister) who had arranged th
music for my production of The Corsican Brothers an<
had now become General Intendant of the Imperia
Theatres in Munich, was anxious that I should see thi
Mystery Play with a view to production in London, an<
was kind enough to have it specially staged for one nigh
in the Bavarian Capital so that I might see it. I thei
suggested to von Franckenstein that if the King o
Bavaria would consent, I would take the whole pro
duction as it stood, to London. Von Franckensteii
kindly presented my proposal to His Majesty, to whicl
the latter very graciously consented, and I at onc<
approached my old friend, Rendell, the lessee o:
Covent Garden Opera House, with regard to its pro-
duction there in the new year. Within eight weeks, th<
Bavarians, with whom we had no shadow of a quarrel
and ourselves, were cutting each other's throats!
We had met with nothing but kindness in Munich
though the behaviour of the military 'junkers' in Berlir
had created an itching in the toe, and one felt in the
air an hostility which no-one troubled to disguise. But
in Bavaria, only one little cloud appeared on the happ)
occasion when John Kurkamp and I were dining wit!
Von Franckenstein, his very pretty Scotch wife (whoa
he had married while a member of my company) and